SAFE CUSTODY
My fears were realized. How I fought off slumber
that day, I shall never know: but to Hubert
must go the honours, for he was as tired as I, yet he
could not stand up and walk and so give battle, but
had to lie still on his face, with the drowsy warmth of
the sunshine sleeking his back.
Be that as it may, there were times when I sat
hunched up with an open knife in my fist and the
point of the blade directly beneath my chin, so that
when I nodded, I pricked myself back into a vigilance
which my sense of duty was able no longer to command
I had food for thought and to spare, and for that
reason was grateful to be alone: but even that feast
was denied me, for so often as I thought of Olivia,
iny thoughts began to slide into dreams and I had to
force my mind back to my surroundings—to the turrets
of the house of Haydn, and the rookery neighbouring
these, and the manifold flowers that were starring
the sides of the mound.
Such hopes as I had harboured began to go down
with the sun.
Once dusk had come in, though a score of cars left
Haydn, Hubert would be unable to see their occupants,
and though, of course, we should follow, as like as
not we should be on a wild-goose chase.
Though I could not see the drive, I had heard the
sound of an engine several times, but I knew
that it did not concern us, for Hubert had given no
sign. I afterwards learned that two vans had come
to the castle and that both had gone empty away,
and that during the afternoon a servant, perched in
a dog-cart, drove forth and back. And that was all.
The evening breeze sprang up, played for a little
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